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Child  of  the  Woodland 


Child  of  the  woodland 

Loved  of  the  dew, 
Springtime  and  snowtime 

Gamboled  with  you; 
But  sorrow  found  you, 

Left  you  in  tears, 
Child  of  the  Woodland, 

Facing  the  years. 

Youth  of  the  prairie, 

Hard  was  your  toil, 
Yet  you  grew  stronger 

Cleaving  the  soil; 
Ambition  found  you, 

Lured  you  away, 
Youth  of  the  prairie, 

Keen  for  the  fray. 

King  of  the  people, 

Chosen  of  God, 
Goodness  enthroned  you, 

Love  was  your  rod; 
Meek  was  your  crowning, 

Godly  your  reign; 
King  of  the  people, 

Lead  us  again! 


'Destiny 

From  these  wild  hills  that  ring  with  feudal  strife, 

From  this  dark  land  where  eyes  and  souls  are  blind, 

Be  it  my  task  to  raise,  for  humankind, 

A  prophet-king  who  shall  bring  grace  to  life: 

Thus  spake  kind  Fate,  as  planting  there  a  seed 

She  told  the  years  that  there  might  still  be  hope, 

That  men  would  not  forever  dumbly  grope 

In  bogs  of  hate,  in  sloughs  of  brutal  greed. 

Thus  came  our  Prophet,  harbinger  of  peace — 

Though  who  could  guess  what  bloody  years  must  be 

Ere  hate  should  yield  to  his  rare  charity! 

Or  who  could  know  how  his  strange  life  should  cease! 

Yet  Fate  failed  not:  she  brought  a  god  to  earth 

In  whose  meek  heart  our  great  new  age  had  birth. 


The  ^Miracle 

The  wild  Kentucky  hills  were  touched  of  God, 
And  lo!  a  child  was  born.     His  sires,  unknown, 
Dreamed  not  that  God  would  for  their  tears  atone 
By  raising  from  their  midst  a  king.     The  sod 
On  which  they  walked  was  cursed  to  them, 
Begrudging  them  their  bread,  for  all  their  toil; 
But  it  was  holy  ground;  for  from  that  soil 
Should  come  a  chosen  one;  the  diadem 
Upon  his  brow  should  be  no  piece  of  gold, 
But,  like  his  lowly  Lord's,  a  thorny  crown. 
Upon  his  cross  he  died;  they  took  him  down; 
And  lo!  they  found,  before  the  day  was  old, 
That  they  had  crucified  their  one  true  friend: 
Despite  their  hate,  he  loved  them  to  the  end. 


zAt  Qentryville 

From  these  dark  streets  flamed  forth  a  brilliant  light, 

This  miry  clay  produced  a  mighty  tree, 

From  this  rude  town  emerged  the  bravest  knight 

That  ever  fought  for  human  liberty. 

Can  it  have  been  he  found  his  splendid  dream 

Amid  these  shacks,  where  giant  rats  run  wild? 

Perhaps  from  heaven  a  high,  prophetic  gleam 

Ensnared  his  heart,  the  while  he  thought  and  smiled. 

This  very  spot  was  where  he  laughed  and  talked; 

They  say  he  whittled,  whiling  hours  away. 

His  naked  feet  these  slimy  alleys  walked, 

And  in  this  hut,  perhaps,  he  learned  to  pray. 

This  is  the  tale  of  tales  since  time  began — 

How  squalor  travailed  and  brought  forth  a  man! 


The  "Democrat 

Upon  him  fell  a  heritage  of  hate, 

And  he,  who  loved  the  fields  of  rustling  corn, 

Took  up  the  load;  and  then  a  thought  was  born — 

A  thought  that  soon  would  shake  the  walls  of  state. 

The  thought  was  his,  that  government  should  be 

Unselfish,  open  as  the  morning  sun; 

Unwearying,  alert,  lest  wrong  be  done 

To  any  man  or  child.     No  vanity 

Of  pomp  or  power  could  move  him  from  his  will 

To  serve  the  cause  of  truth  in  public  life. 

He  bent  him  to  his  task;  but  in  the  strife 

That  noble  form  was  felled.     His  foes  could  kill 

The  mortal  man,  they  could  not  stay  his  dream, 

Which  now,  on  darkened  earth,  casts  far  its  gleam. 


<±At  Springfield 

What  memories  these  streets  and  houses  hold! 
The  country  wag,  Abe  Lincoln,  loitered  here 
And  marketed  his  jokes.     He  faced  the  sneer 
Of  wealth  and  culture,  as  he  grew  more  bold, 
And  vowed  to  find  the  way  of  power  and  fame, 
To  rise  upon  the  rungs  of  toil  and  worth 
To  high  estate,  among  the  strong  of  earth. 
In  this  old  house  the  splendid  vision  came 
That  led  him,  through  the  mire  of  native  sloth, 
By  narrow  pathways  up  the  hills  of  fate, 
Till,  fair  and  far,  he  saw  the  spires  of  state. 
Then  culture  envied,  then  the  rich  grew  wroth. 
What  tale  more  strange!    An  awkward  village  clown 
Exchanging  jokes  for  eminent  renown! 


The  Revelation 

He  walked  among  us  and  we  passed  him  by 

And  thought  him  but  a  country  lawyer,  crude 

As  our  red  prairies  are,  and  more  than  rude, 

Who  reveled  in  his  jokes  and  deviltry. 

We  could  not  know  the  heart  that  beat  within  that  breast 

Until  the  blood  flowed  freely  from  the  wound 

A  traitor  made;  then  was  it  that  we  found 

That  God  had  loaned  us  for  a  time  His  Best. 

And  now  the  nations,  since  their  kings  are  gone, 

Have  taken  him  across  the  wide-flung  sea 

To  rule  their  hearts  as  well  as  ours;  to  be 

The  goal  of  their  desires,  with  breaking  dawn. 


<zA  ^Man  of  Sorrows 

They  thought  him  but  a  clown,  a  tactless  boor 
Who  filled  his  days  and  nights  with  quips  and  jests; 
His  hours  were  heedless  as  his  purse  was  poor; 
Without  ambition,  blind  to  worthy  quests, 
He  dragged  along  his  days;  a  human  clod 
Who  scorned  religion,  mocked  and  flouted  God. 

How  far  they  erred!    A  man  of  sorrows  he, 
Who  bore  within  his  heart  a  fatal  wound. 
Bereft  of  those  he  loved,  the  sympathy 
He  craved  and  hungered  for  could  not  be  found; 
The  men  with  whom  he  walked  from  day  to  day 
Knew  not  he  trod  a  dark  and  lonely  way. 

A  man  of  sorrows,  born  to  pain  and  grief, 
Yet  would  he  not  inflict  his  woes  on  men. 
In  jests  and  jokes  he  sought  to  find  relief; 
Thus  gaining  strength,  he  walked  erect  again. 
Such  was  the  man  they  called  a  wag  and  clown, 
The  byword — and  the  glory — of  his  town. 


The  Son  of  Democracy 

O  great,  meek  man,  you  walked  among 
Your  blinded  peers,  unpraised,  unsung; 
But  now  the  world  takes  up  your  name 
To  herald  freedom's  waxing  fame. 

Your  spirit,  sprung  from  common  clay, 
Was  taken  from  the  quiet  way 
And  set  where  every  land  might  see 
A  son  of  true  democracy. 

A  people's  man,  and  yet  no  slave 

Of  wild  mob  rule!    Your  conscience  gave 

The  word  that  set  a  million  free 

And  won  a  realm  for  liberty. 

From  Sangamon  you  went,  alone, 
Your  country's  error  to  atone; 
Now  Sangamon,  and  all  the  earth, 
Proclaim  the  wonder  of  your  worth. 


Qreatheart 

They  took  small  note  of  him,  the  great,  the  wise,  the  rich 
Who  saw  him  come  from  Illinois,  a  wild,  crude  State — 
A  country  lawyer  to  decide  a  Nation's  fate! 
They  held  him  foolish  to  accept  so  high  a  niche — 
What,  President!  Unkempt,  unlearned  and  unrefined 
They  called  him,  and  withdrew  for  private  talk. 
They  joked  about  his  ancestry,  and  by  his  walk 
They  feigned  to  guess  his  farmer  lineage.     How  blind 
Were  they  who  could  not  see  the  fire  that  burned  within 
Those  glowing  eyes,  who  failed  to  note  the  mighty  strength 
Of  those  toil-hardened  arms!     His  gaunt  limbs'  sprawling 

length 
Should  have  proclaimed  to  them  a  giant's  stride!    Their  sin 
Was  not  to  know  the  great,  enduring  heart  of  him, 
Our  most  beloved,  whose  fame  the  ages  can  not  dim. 
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jQincoln,  the  Friend 

A  king  of  men,  a  soul  as  tall  as  truth, 
A  statesman  far  of  sight,  of  patience  vast; 
He  drew  his  wisdom  from  the  hoary  past, 
And  yet  his  vision  was  as  fresh  as  youth; 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  but  to  the  end 
Was  ever  man  more  valiant  as  a  Friend? 

A  Friend  who  knew  the  bitter  pain  of  loss, 
Who  felt  the  still  increasing  weight  of  care; 
5Twas  not  that  he  had  lighter  loads  to  bear 
That  he  could  take  another's  heavy  cross: 
Because  his  heart  was  kind  he  could  not  save 
Himself  from  any  cross  his  friendship  gave. 

The  ages  will  bespeak  wide  fame  for  him 

Who  saved  his  nation  from  rebellion's  curse; 

His  statesmanship  will  call  for  bronze  and  gold 

His  deeds  to  tell,  his  teachings  to  rehearse; 

But,  till  the  day  when  earth  and  life  shall  end, 

The  years  that  come  and  go  shall  call  him  Friend. 
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The  Qentle  Qiant 

Of  giant  gentleness  this  man,  whom  fate 
Foredoomed  to  be  as  sad  as  he  was  great. 

A  lonely  prophet,  stricken  of  a  dream, 

He  fellowshipped  with  men  for  whom  no  gleam 

Of  high  and  holy  purpose  smote  the  greed 
And  low  ambition  fashioning  their  creed: 

A  creed  that  grovelled  in  the  mire  of  lies 
To  damn  the  envied  leader;  but  too  wise 

Was  he  for  them,  this  mighty  sage — and  clown — 
Who  trusted  Truth  and  Time  to  strike  them  down! 

And  yet  what  tragedy — that  he  alone 
Should  bear  about  his  neck  the  heavy  stone 

Of  our  blind  Nation's  sin!    If  only  one 

Had  prayed  with  him,  till  his  brave  deed  was  done! 

Yet  fate  was  stern,  and  bade  him  take  the  load. 
He  did  not  quail,  nor  did  he  curse  the  goad: 

He  bore  the  cross  high  up  the  hill  of  hate, 
Then  laid  Death  low,  to  dwell  among  the  great. 
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jQincoln,  the  King 

In  days  when  souls  were  tried  by  fire 

God  sent  a  man  to  earth; 
He  came  by  way  of  muck  and  mire 

But  he  had  wondrous  worth. 
Though  famed  for  his  humility, 
His  people  said,  A  king  is  he, 

This  man  of  lowly  birth. 

The  poorest  brought  to  him  their  woes 
And  strong  men  loved  his  name; 

His  kindliness  dismayed  his  foes, 
And  when  the  crowning  came 

For  this  brave  knight  of  tenderness, 

The  nations  wept,  but  who  could  guess 
The  splendor  of  his  fame! 

The  years  are  many  since  he  died 
Who  counseled  love  for  hate; 

Alas!  how  few  could  stand  beside 
Our  king!     The  halls  of  state 

Which  heard  him  pleading  for  the  slave 

Are  empty  since  the  quiet  grave 
Received  him  consecrate. 
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The  Hand  of  <£incoln  * 

This  hand  grew  strong  by  felling  stubborn  trees 
That  barred  the  way  of  freedom  for  our  sires; 
And  here  in  Illinois  it  lit  the  fires 
That  should  destroy  those  age-long  dynasties 
Of  vested  right  and  selfish  power  that  broke 
The  spirit  of  a  race.     He  saw  their  grief 
With  deep,  sad  eyes,  and  vowed  their  sure  relief— 
And  then  the  Voice  of  God  and  Freedom  spoke! 
This  hand  clinched  hard  the  tyrant's  rod  of  hate 
And  tore  it  from  his  grasp.    A  people's  prayer 
Went  up  to  God,  who  seeing  their  despair 
Had  sent  to  them  a  Friend  both  good  and  great. 


*  Written  upon  seeing  a  bronze  of  Lincoln's 
hand  at  the  Art  Institute  in  Chicago. 
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The  Trophet 

His  frame  was  formed  of  common  dust, 
But  genius  burned  within  the  clay. 

God  chose  him  from  the  world  of  men 
To  be  the  prophet  of  his  day. 

He  took  him  from  his  cabin  home 

And  led  him  out  to  life's  stern  school; 

He  set  him  where  the  people  thronged 
That  he  might  learn  all  hearts  to  rule. 

He  had  no  wealth,  no  pride  of  name, 
He  was  the  humblest  of  the  earth. 

And  yet  he  walked  a  king  indeed: 
His  royalty  was  in  his  worth. 

He  sought  no  prize  of  pomp  or  power, 
He  had  no  lust  for  laureled  fame, 

And  yet  today  he  rules  a  realm, 
A  world  rejoices  in  his  name. 
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The  Christian 

His  foes  declared  him  blasphemous,  perverse, 

Ignoring  God  and  heedless  of  His  Word. 

They  said  he  lacked  in  fineness,  who  preferred 

To  market  jokes,  rude  stories  to  rehearse. 

He  was  no  white-robed  saint:  a  strong  man  he 

Who  loved  to  wrestle  with  the  devil's  brood 

That  lurked  behind  the  fashions  of  the  good. 

He  scorned  all  shams,  and  for  hypocrisy 

He  held  a  hatred  such  as  Christ  alone, 

The  scourge  of  haughty  Pharisees,  could  know. 

Those  painted  masks  of  Christians   felt  his  blow, 

And  at  his  blameless  name  each  cast  a  stone. 

Not  by   their  words,   but   by  their   fruits,  said   He, 

Who  also  knew  the  sting  of  calumny. 
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The  (tMasterpiece 

God  took  a  piece  of  common  human  clay; 

Planted  therein  ambition's  vital  seed; 
Placed  him,  a  youth,  beside  the  common  way, 

That  he  might  learn  the  common  human  need. 

Made  strong  by  strife,  he  faced  the  storm  of  wrath; 

Love  made  him  wise,  a  Nation's  cause  to  plead; 
He  walked  with  God,  though  in  a  yeoman's  path, 

And  seized  on  fame  by  an  immortal  deed. 
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Qettysburg  Listens 

The  whole  world  came  to  hear  him  speak  that  day 

And  all  the  ages  sent  their  scribes  to  see 

And  hear  what  word  the  new  land  had  to  say 

Of  God  and  man  and  truth  and  liberty. 

Homer  was  there  and  Socrates  and  Paul, 

Shakespeare  and  Luther,  Pitt,  Cavour  and  Bright, 

With  Washington — staunch  friends  of  freedom  all; 

Nor  did  he  fail:  he  lifted  there  a  light 

For  all  the  earth  to  see,  from  fires  of  truth 

That  surged  within  his  breast.   Yet  that  crude  throng 

Of  men  knew  not  that  through  this  man  uncouth 

God  spake  as  through  old  prophets,  stern  and  strong. 

They  turned  away,  these  men,  but  angels  bent 

From  heaven  to  hear  those  flaming  words,  God-sent. 
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The  ^Master 

We  need  him  now — his  rugged  faith  that  held 

Fast  to  the  rock  of  Truth  through  all  the  days 

Of  moil  and  strife,  the  sleepless  nights;  upheld 

By  very  God  was  he — that  God  who  stays 

All  hero-souls  who  will  but  trust  in  Him, 

And  trusting,  labor  as  if  God  were  not. 

His  eyes  beheld  the  stars,  clouds  could  not  dim 

Their  glory;  but  his  task  was  not  forgot: 

To  keep  his  people  one;  to  hold  them  true 

To  that  fair  dream  their  fathers  willed  to  them — 

Freedom  for  all;  to  spur  them;  to  renew 

Their  hopes  in  bitter  days;  strife  to  condemn. 

Such   was  his  task,   and  well  his  work   was  done — 

Who  willed  us  greater  tasks,  when  set  his  sun. 
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The  Victim 

Why  was  it  that  this  man  of  guileless  heart 

Should  bear  the  burden  of  the  whole  world's  guile? 

To  him  God's  smallest  bird  was  sacrosanct, 

And  every  child  deserved  of  Heaven's  smile; 

Yet  cruel  centuries  of  human  hate 

Made  him  their  victim — trapped  by  time  and  fate. 

Nor  did  he  quail.     There  was  no  other  man 

In  all  the  earth  whose  soul  could  bear  the  load; 

Nor  was  there  any  standing  at  his  side 

Whose  word  could  help,  whose  spirit  felt  the  goad 

Of  Destiny,  the  urge  of  cosmic  Right. 

He  did  not  fail,  this  man  of  gentle  might. 

He  took   the  load,  and  facing  tempests  grim 
Climbed  Calvary — then  night  enveloped  him. 
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Tragedy 

The  wisdom  of  old  Plato  was  in  him; 
Isaiah's  vision  lit  his  way  of  life; 
A  strength  like  mighty   Samson's   met   the  strife 
His  day  decreed:  and  still  he  was  not  grim, 
For  in  his  face  the  love  of  Jesus  shone, 
And  in  his  hand  was  grace  and  tenderness; 
He  had  no  thought  except  to  give  and  bless, 
His  human  smile  could  melt  a  heart  of  stone. 
And  yet,  alas!  he  walked  a  path  of  woe; 
Despised,  accursed,  he  wore  a  thorny  crown; 
When  all  the  world  proclaimed  his  high  renown, 
A  madman's  bullet  hissed  and  laid  him   low. 
One  other   crime  was   dastardly  as   this — 
When  Judas  damned  his  Savior  with  a  kiss. 


21 


Retrospect 

This  man  was  elemental:  he  was  stern 

As  granite  mountains,  yet  in  heart  more  kind 

Than  morning  sunbeams.     As  the  harsh  north  wind 

Blows  pitiless,  his  righteous  will  could  turn 

Aside  no  whit  to  please  the  whim  of  man, 

And  yet  as  gentle  rain  his  tears  bedewed 

The  blood-red  earth,  which  by  war's  fateful  feud 

Entombed  a  million  blameless  lads.     There  ran 

Through  him  the  currents  of  that  cosmic  force 

Which  some  call  justice,  others  love.     Yet  gay 

Was  he  at  times,  there  was  in  him  the  light 

Of  summer  days,  and  through  his  flesh  could  course 

High  tides  of  humor,  which  availed  to  slay 

The  prejudice  of  men,  their  hate  and  spite. 
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jQincoln,  ^American 

Meekest  of  men,  yet  known  throughout  the  world; 

Simplest  in  heart,  yet  great  beyond  his  peers; 
He  loved  the  true  and  gave  his  all  for  truth, 

And  truth  has  crowned  him  King  for  all  the  years. 

He  sought  no  prize,  but  honor  sought  him  out; 

He  loved  each  man,  and  all  men  love  his  name; 
Throughout  his  life  he  walked  in  duty's  path, 

And  now  he  treads  the  way  of  laureled  fame. 

He  craved  not  gold,  his  wish  was  but  to  serve; 

He  knew  not  books,  preferring  hearts  to  scan; 
Our  own  Greatheart,  the  idol  of  our  land, 

Lincoln  the  true,  best-loved  American! 
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£incoln 

Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  ages, 
Shrewd  as  a  man  of  trade, 

Grim  as  the  prophets  and  sages, 
Keen  as  a  damask  blade; 

Firm  as  a  granite-ribbed  mountain, 
Tender  as  woman's  song, 

Gay  as  a  scintillant  fountain — 
Yet  was  he  oaken-strong. 

Here,  the  wonder  of  aeons: 
Born  unto  pain  and  strife; 

Dead,  'mid  a  thousand  paeans, 
Deathless,  he  enters  life. 
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If  jCincoln  Were  Here 

If  he  were  here  today,  that  friend  of  man, 
The  bravest  of  the  brave,  a  saint  of  deeds, 
What  would  he  do?     Survey  our  bitter  needs, 
Our  wasted  homes,  our  hunger — would  he  scan 
Our  misery  and  deep  despair,  then  turn 
Away  in  sympathy,  and  bid  us  hope? 
Or  would  he,  seeing  men  in  bondage  grope — 
In  bonds  of  greed — would  not  his  anger  burn? 
Would  he  not  once  again,  with  prophet-zeal, 
Arise  to  curse  the  lords  of  greed  and  pride? 
Would  he  not  free  the  slaves — though  crucified 
Again  by  men  of  might?     Our  commonweal 
Awaits  another  Lincoln,  kindly,  good, 
A  Leader  strong,  a  Knight  of  Brotherhood! 
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jCincoln,  Come  "Back 


Lincoln,  come  back,  and  scourge  us  for  our  sins — 

The  sin  of  greed,  of  blatant  pride  and  hate. 

Our  earth  goes  blindly  to  a  hopeless  fate 

Unless  for  us  a  new,  kind  world  begins. 

Renew  our  dreams,  who  dreamed  a  world  made  free; 

Give  us  new  hope  for  earth-wide  liberty. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  and  scourge  us  for  our  sins. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  once  more  our  prophet  be. 
Lead  forth  the  nations  in  a  pact  of  peace; 
Teach  us  that  selfishness  and  greed  must  cease 
That  men  may  dwell  in  love  and  harmony. 
Your  kindly  heart — that  it  might  plan  our  weal! 
Your  magic  hand — how  powerful  to  heal! 
Lincoln,  come  back,  once  more  our  prophet  be. 

Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuild  our  broken  world. 
Shattered  and  torn,  the  nations  face  the  night; 
Our  leaders  halt,  bereft  of  wisdom's  light 
Humanity's  fair  banner  now  is  furled; 
The  peoples  of  the  earth  are  leaderless; 
They  ask  a  Friend,  and  there  is  none  to  bless. 
Lincoln,  come  back,  rebuild  our  broken  world. 
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The  World's  Verdict 

One  sent  out  his  ships  to  earth's  farthest  shores, 
And  brought  to  his  coffers  the  Orient's  stores; 

The  wild  desert  sands 

Became  gold  in  his  hands; 
And  the  world  called  him  Genius — and  wondered. 

One  sought  out  the  secrets  of  planet  and  star; 
He  reveled  in  problems  of  granite  and  spar; 

He  hungered  to  know 

All  the  earth  could  bestow; 
And  the  world  called  him  Scholar — and  praised  him. 

One  looked  on  a  suffering,  down- trodden  race; 
He  wept  as  he  gazed  upon  each  troubled  face; 

He  heeded  their  plea, 

And  he  set  their  hands  free; 
And  the  world  called  him  Brother — and  loved  him. 
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sAt  Qettysburg  ^Battlefield 

These  quiet  fields,  where  play  the  mocking-birds; 

This  lavish  orchard,  boon  to  days  of  peace; 

These  happy  valleys — was  it  here  the  words 

Of  saintly  Lincoln  bade  the  wars  to  cease? 

And  was  it  here  the  tides  of  battle  rolled, 

Those  fearful  days  of  devastating  death, 

While  countless  millions,  worn  with  warfare  old, 

Endured  and  prayed,  and  held  their  fearful  breath? 

O  Lincoln,  Master,  speak  to  us  again; 

Lift  up  our  hearts,  subdue  our  restless  souls; 

Here  once  again,  on  this  embattled  plain, 

Call  us  to  peace,  speed  us  to  worthy  goals; 

Bind  up  the  broken-hearted,  bid  war  die 

In  every  heart,  and  under  every  sky! 
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The  Patriot 

He  was  a  true  American, 

A  king  of  earth,  in  peasant  guise, 
A  freeman  whom  the  truth  made  free, 

A  patriot  whom  love  made  wise. 
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The  Qlory  of  jQincoln 

Who  builds  of  stone  a  shrine  to  bear  his  name, 

Shall  be  forgot  when  months  and  years  have  flown; 

Who  writes  his  name  upon  the  scroll  of  fame, 
The  centuries  shall  find  to  men  unknown; 

But  who  for  fellow-men  endured  the  shame 
Shall  have  eternal  glory  for  his  own. 
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